BEST  SELLERS:   HALL  CAINE  AND   OTHERS   301

gloom, sentimentality, and sanctimony, unrelieved by the
vaguest suggestion of a smile, for Hall Caine lacked the faintest
spark of humour, a defect which materially contributed to his
success, for a sense of humour would have mitigated the sublime
belief in his own powers and the value of his work which verged
on megalomania. The difficulty of stomaching the absurdities
of his stories is intensified by his style, which his admirers
conceived to have the simplicity of Biblical English.

"Grannie saw nothing of Philip that night. He went home
tingling with pleasure, and yet overwhelmed with shame.
Sometimes he told himself that he was no better than a Judas,
and sometimes that Pete might never come back. The second
thought rose oftenest. It crossed his mind like a ghostly gleam.
He half wished to believe it. When he counted up the odds
against Pete's return, his pulse beat quick. Then he hated
himself. He was in torment. But under his distracted heart
there was a little chick of frightened joy, like a young cuckoo
hatched in a wagtail's nest."

It is even worse when he embarks on his notion of fine
writing:

"The winter was cold and the ground was white, but two
roses of love still grew in the garden of God. The frost could
not freeze the two roses of love, for they were warmed by the
air of heaven; the sun could not scorch the two roses of love,
for they were watered from the wells of life. Two roses of
love on a single stem; two roses of love in two fond young
hearts, two roses of love and joy P

The Tdlow Book made play with the cautious a curtain* to
the scene in The Manxman where the prig "knew that hell was
in his heart. . . . The moon had come up in her whiteness
behind, and all was quiet and solemn around. Philip fell back
and turned away his face." The reviewer in the Tdlow Book
likewise fell back and turned away his face; though he had
negotiated only 41 of the book's 439 pages, "it was the final,
the crushing, blow," and he gave the volume to his valet. The
Tdlow Book reviewer wrote in October, 1895, but while we salute
the little Liverpool clerk's achievement of a castle of his own, a